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Cover Art & Photographs by Ann 


Her photographs featured in this book were also a 
reflection of her love of nature. 


Ann also did some drawing, mostly plants. During 
our first spring together, she took me to some 
vernal pools and showed me a Nemophila 
menziesii, or “baby blue eyes.” Later, | secretly 
used her sketch to have a custom wedding ring 
designed. This is what happens when you fall in 
love with a botanist. 


Introduction 


When Ann’s friends and colleagues started 
organizing Ann’s dance poems to share with future 
students, | assisted them with poems I found in her 
notes. It turned out there was a very impressive 
amount of dance poems because she was an 
impressive teacher. There was an even larger 
collection of poems from every aspect of her life. 


The large majority of these were handwritten and 
appeared to be “first drafts.” However, well over 
one hundred were either already in digital format or 
appeared to be closer to being final versions. Like 
Volume One, they are published “as is.” It is her 
art, and only she should edit it. There were a 
couple of exceptions | did make. There were some 
poems in a desktop publishing program that 
included a dedication that | changed. This is what 
she had written: 


To All who came before me 
Loved me 
Taught me 


To All with me now 
Loving me 
Teaching me 


To All who read this 
Always keep an open mind 
And heart 


The second exception was the title she had 
chosen; All My Heroes Are Dead was the title in 
her notes and a poem in this book. The poem is 
about her father and a poem he never finished. 


She shared other poems and stories about her 
father often. | think choosing that title was the real 
dedication to her father. Changing the title allows 
me to publish Volume Two with the same title as 
Volume One and to implicitly dedicate her poems 
to her father. | think she would approve of the 
changes. 


| did make some style changes in this volume that | 
intend to change in future printings of Volume One, 
but they are minor and do not change what is Pure 
Ann. 


Her original dedication is poetry and should be a 
daily mantra for all of us; it is for me. 


I miss her with all my heart—Ninakupenda Sana! 


Dedication 


| think of you now, Dad, 
as often as trees grow tall 
toward blue skies 
witnessed by billowed white clouds 


From the poem Oh Dad (Always Full of Hope) 


l am going to make her smile by dedicating this to 
her father, as I think she intended. 


| never met him. Her father died the same day we 
first met. But | feel like | know him because she 
often talked about him and credits him for her love 
of writing poems. 


Thanks for sharing her with us Dad! 


William Beverly Jackson Jr. 1918-1983 
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NATURE 


A LIGHT 


A sparkling light peers in at me 
through the open window 

past the wind-blown trees 

over the dancing clouds 


A shining light hopes to tell me secrets 
teasing me with musings from beyond 
tempting my tired, tiny brain 

feeding my innermost thoughts 


A radiating light gives me hope 
of what may yet come 

a new day will dawn 

a different way may be found 


A new path of knowledge 
opening its sunny self before me 
illuminated by the sparkling light 
through the dancing leaves 


AUTUMN GARDEN WORK 


Gardening is such a solitary pursuit 
for me 

cleaning up the fall remains 

“Can | help you work?” 

someone might ask 

“Sure” | answer 

really meaning to say 

help with what? 

I’m looking for my soul out here 


Can you help me find that 
amongst the spent tomato plants 
and dried sunflower stalks 


Can you help me find meaning 
in all the atrocities committed 
everyday throughout the world 
as | cut back my dying annuals 
collecting seeds as | hack 


Can you help me 

with these come and go blues 
blues that cling when | think 

| have life all figured out 


Well, maybe you can 

But you must work in complete silence 
so as not to disturb 

the goldfinches and chickadees 
working over the last bits of seed 
before the sunflowers go 


You must be silent enough 

to perceive what floats by 

on wispy bits of cloud moving through 
the softest blue sky possible 


You must be silent 

when you garden 

in the autumn 

for the revelations are deep 
and profound 

and full of wonder 


BREEZE 


Breeze comes through 

my open window 

warm and dry 

in late September light 

sheers flow silently 

allowing breezy secrets to flood 
into my mind 

from whence they were sent 


are they filled with foreboding 
of the coming winter 

in a few short months 
crispness and white to follow 


are they whispers 

from late-summer lovers 
sighing their last goodbyes 
with just a hint of hope 

for tomorrows 

are they mixed 

with emotions of families 
dried tears caked on cheeks 
their loved ones lost 

in the cruel facts of life 
tingeing the current with disbelief 


Are they reminders 

that life goes on 

in endless ways 

of which we are not aware 

whose purpose is yet to be found 

in some dusty corner under a log 

or in the shimmering light flowing through 
dancing aspen leaves 


| am left wondering why 
the dry, warm breeze 
through my open window is 
so silent 

so calming 

So indifferent 

to all the secrets 
foreboding 

emotional 

sighing 

hopeful 

reminders 

endless ways 

purpose found 

flooding in on waves of air 
from whence they were sent 


EVEN AFTER A TREE DIES 


Even after a tree dies 

its tiny, upper branches leave 

a lovely twisted impression 

of its former life 

a tapestry of phloem and xylem 
once flowing and vibrant 

now just a dream of what once was 


But oh, if we are lucky 

it also leaves behind stout, lower limbs 
of hard wood standing firm 

for as long as the elements will allow 
a place for bird and insect homes 
mosses, lichens 

and endless wonderment 


And so it is with us 

these human forms 

reaching high to the heavens 
yet still rooted to the earth 


We suffer so many traumas 
in this one life... 


The loss of childhood 

and the myths of our innocence 

the demise of our loved ones 

and of our former selves 

as we seek transformation 

We know not how we shall become 
but we know we need rebirth as clearly 
as a meadowlark sings his spring song 


Renew your soul, and your earth 
for as long as the elements will allow 


LATE FALL CHILL 


And now it is white again 

cold crystals falling on unraked leaves 
pots of perennials still waiting 

to be put to rest in the ground 

where their grayish roots can grow 
slowly in the cold damp months 


Frantic, furry squirrels no longer active 
waiting out this storm for the next sunny day 
to look again for seeds hidden in the grass 

| feel like waiting this one out too 

snuggling in my bed with blankets piled high 
protecting myself from the chill in the house 
as if it was the boogeyman out to get me 


So soon did it seem to come this year 
although | know that isn’t true 

last year's November was record snowfall 
starting even earlier in the month 

why does it seem so cold so quick 

why do | feel too old too soon 

| long for that warm, spring day feeling 

to sooth the oldness into youth again 

to turn the late fall chill into playtime 


My SACRED GARDEN 


| imagine my place of comfort 

the place that brings me much joy...my garden 
| turn to see my child-self running 

down the path...laughing with delight 

stopping to lean in from time to time 

to smell a flower...or look at a new insect 

not yet discovered 

she is so happy here 

with flowers, trees, vines and vegetable 
greeting her at every turn 

then | notice my higher-self...beautiful, ageless 
with so much experience flowing behind her 
lovingly watching over my child-self 

l...my now self... am there too with them 

as we all explore this wondrous place 

both real and imagined 

it is all there for me...any time | need it 


PICTURE 


Watching the slides flicker... 

the photos of my past 

move across the screen 

my old eyes see my life 

in those deep colors 

those lake and ocean ripples 
the depth and breadth of waters 
flowing...and still 

my old bones feel the weathered 
and rough branches... 

the years of sun, wind and cold 
stretching skin and bark 

until it can stretch no more 

| ache to go back... 

to see and feel those places again 
to once more taste the wind... 
sense the caress of waters 

let my eyes gaze again 

on those ancient, treed shores... 
| carry them forever 

in the picture of my soul 


But | have some of those scenes 
right here in my garden... 

the colors, the textures 

the pure white apple blossoms 
blushing pink... 

the red and yellow tulips 

the purple lilacs 

the bright sunflowers and pea pods 
tool and trellis 

the old and worn 

from weather and wind 

and everyday use... 

and water, sparkling water 

in fountain and bird bath... 

and flowing from my hose 

as | dampen the garlic and kale... 


These pictures 

they comfort and feed me 

until | can get back on the road 
back to the open ocean 

the long and crystal lake 

the gnarled woods and rocks 
the vistas and viewpoints... 
from which | replenish 

the picture in my soul 


RAINFOREST WEAVE 


rainforest envelops all with 

it's cool warmth--- 

misty morning, mistier night 
dripping with expectation 

in this dark, dark sight--- 

black & brown & green all over 
the next day reveals 

splendid details--- 

a botanical illustration--- 
shades & blades of green, both 
warm & bright 

dark & mysterious--- 

brown shades rich & dark & pale 
an earthly palette of 
mushroom, bark & soil--- 
black outlines all in 

ink-like precision 

black stems & branches--- 
black rocks in water 

tumbling, rumbling, rushing 
moving to somewhere--- 


shades of green envelop all 
this rainforest weave 

cool & wet & rich 

with life--- 

rising high up 

jay song piercing 

this green-covered sight--- 
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SACRED SPACE 


Tall evergreens behind me 

giant rocks jutting out along my sides 

sand stretches out beneath my body 

above me the sun streaming down 

and before me 

ocean breathing in and out her healing mist 
her waves softly lapping the shore 


The book | hold in my hands 

is covered in small beach rocks 
multicolored 

smooth from the rush of time and water 
my hands touch the smooth, rocky surface 
| open the book to reveal pages of memories 
my life’s memories 

some, on blank pages, yet to be made 

it stops at a picture of me 

sitting on my Mother’s lap 

hugging lovingly | linger awhile 

then suddenly I’m sitting 

then slipping off of the back of the car 

my forehead meets the trailer hitch 
bloodying my pink dress 

doctor stitches me up 

but the scar is still there 

all these years now 

| still remember it 


| focus on the scar now 

and it opens up again 

revealing a bright light 

flowing up and out 

to knowledge, just like 

the migraines, a conduit 

the pain, the opening 
connecting me 

to knowing, sensing 

seeing, feeling, understanding... 


Memory acknowledged 

It is still in the book 

| hold in my hands 

hands that are moving now 
feeling my own soft palms 


Opening my palms reveal 

my hands are the rocky covers 
of my book 

sitting on the sacred beach 
holding my book of life memories 
some of which 

are yet to be made 


THE ROUGH, DRY EDGE OF SUMMER 


The rough, dry edge of summer 

pushes its way into fall 

where leaves 

flowers 

even the air burns a brownish-orange tinge 
from heat 

from smoke 

from worn out cells and molecules 
needing a change 

needing renewal 

needing to rest awhile in winter’s embrace 
it will come soon enough 

to wake again in spring 

with newness, and crystal clarity 

but cells and molecules 

must wait out the last days of heat 

the last rays of summer's burning sun 
piercing the brittle, half-green leaves and air 
driving me and the Vespids mad 

knowing these days are numbered 

hot, dry, brownish-orange days 

until frost comes to set us free 
freedom...in the form of crystalline water 
the flowing white blanket of repose 
allowing us to rest 

to repair 
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THE SADNESS OF AUTUMN 


This fickle time of year 

warm and dry, but at least 

relief 

from the heat of summer madness 
chill in the night air 

darkness lifts 

revealing 

frost here and there 

tiny patches, not yet killing 

for days on end 

it stretches 

the rush of goldfinches 

wondering 

when will this beauty end 

for end it must 

to help them keep their appointment 
with avian destiny 
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Change comes abruptly 
temperatures plummet 
leaving leaves high and dry 
crispy dead 

not a yellow in site 
branches without a chance 
to mix and pour their color palette 
into the landscape 

the soft chartreuse 

bright russets 

left to the imagination 

of calendars 


Oh Autumn 

turn this sadness around 

show us your flames 

light our way 

through the deep and moldy greens 
give us a sign, that 

global warming 

will not leave it all in ruin! 
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THOUGHTS ON A COLUMBIA RIVER TRIP 


| am in love with clouds 

their swirling, curling, frizzy heads 

make me want to surf their waves 

their feather white, billowy, plumes 
hugging the mountain peaks 

like long white bearded tresses 

on an old man of wisdom 


Nurse log 

growing long ago 

river lapping at its roots 

after many years and many floods 
it passed on 

giving birth and nourishment 

to sapling cedar tree 

now growing large and stately 
watching over the river 

lapping at its roots 
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River flowing still 

Windy day on the water 
kicking up white caps and surf 
borrowed from an ocean shore 
swallows flit and skirt at dusk 
sun just setting 

back-lighting the bugs 

dinner on the wing 

nighthawk mother climbs 

from her cottonwood perch 
rises high in the sky 

only to stop in mid-air 

hanging on the wind current 
fluttering once or twice 

to steady herself 

before swooping down on the hunt 
for swallow meat 

such is life 

on a windy river afternoon 
clouds now golden 

a last salute to this glorious day 
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WINTER INTO SPRING 


| thought it was spring last week... 
High temps hovered near 50! 

The sun out everyday 

Warming the greening grass 

And tips of daffodils pushing through 
Unfrozen, brown soil. 

My cold, hopeful face 

Warming to a smile 


| thought it was spring last week... 
Red-wing Blackbirds were heard 
Staking out territories. 

Canadian Geese were seen 

At their last nest site 

Clucking and clattering their intentions 
Sweet birdsong 

Intensifying all around me 
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| thought it was spring last week... 
Ominous, dark clouds moved through 
Covering everything 

Covering my bright, sunny day 

With no thought of my clothing 
Suddenly, the wind kicked up 
Sending tiny specks of crystals swirling 
The specks growing larger 

Heavier, whiter 

Snow, yes snow! 

Flakes start congealing 

Swirling, floating down 

Piling at my feet 

And on the greening grass 

My awe-struck face cold once again 


| thought it was spring last week... 
A flicker of wings 

Faint birdsong on the wind 
Growing ever stronger 

The dark clouds part for a moment 
To let the sun shine down 

On my smiling, knowing face 
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ALL My HEROES ARE DEAD 


Old men play their war games; 
young men get to die. 

Mothers weep, while babies sleep 
for daughters who should be wives 


All our heroes who lived and died 
who never had a chance 

fulfilling dreams, fishing streams 
we pierced them with a lance 


For God, for country, politics 

we killed them all the same. 

Germany, Japan, Vietnam, Middle East 
we'll never know all their names 


| see the men and women now 
waiting in line for relief 

They’ve served our country well 
that is our true belief 


But some got more than bargained for 
They learned the real costs 

Even as they survive the clash 

they'll never get back what’s lost 


We've spent so much in time and cost 
in working out the games 

How much more would spending mean 
if nourishment the gain 
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What if we spent our moments 

in seeking ways to thrive 

in finding the means to fulfillment 
instead of just trying to survive 


What if we accepted each other 
our faults, our cultures, our faiths 
What if we respected everyone 
no judgements, no lies, no hate 


| sometimes have these feelings 
that peace is just a dream 
Sometimes | feel it could be real 
| know we have the means 


My father wrote these words once 
“All my heroes are dead.” 
Meant for a poem, written at home 


| now just guess what he’d have said 


For he is now among those gone 
his face ingrained in memory 


For these many years filled with my tears 


| am blessed to still feel his poetry 


(In the style of my Father’s poetry) 
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FEBRUARY 22, 2021 


Today is her birthday. 

She would have been 68. 

| never thought she could leave 
so young. 


She did not die from COVID, 

though she surely would have 

if infected, 

her non-smoking lungs being decimated 
by cancer. 


She did not die from COVID, 

but it surely felt like the virus 
ripped her from my arms 

as if it had actually made her sick. 


| tried to visit in March, 

my plane ticket at the ready, 
but couldn't. 

Then June... and couldn't. 
Then July... couldn't. 


By the time August rolled around 

| could tell by her extremely brief 

text messages, 

because her fingers did not work anymore. 
| could tell by her difficulty managing 

a video call. 

| could tell by her last phone calls 
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where she, out of the blue, 

said things like, 

“This really feels like the end of times” and, 
“Im going down fast” and finally, 

“lm ready for death with dignity” 

By then, my feeble brain finally 
realized she was really fading fast. 

It always happens quicker 

than the brain can accept. 

Within two weeks, 

on the day that hospice was brought in, 
she passed. 

It was a Monday eve. 


My childhood friend 

with whom | played 

on her backyard swing, 

with whom | walked to grade school, 

with whom | navigated 

the trials of high school, 

with whom | grew older 2 states away, 

while sharing all the anxieties, 

pains and joys of our lives 

over the phone 

| could not visit her 

in her dying need, 

due to travel restrictions, 

and those restrictions in my own mind. 

And so, COVID took her from me 
(For Trish) 
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CIRCLE OF FRIENDS 


Many years ago 

we sat together to learn... 

our brown skirts neatly folded 
caressing our knees 

in the cool, damp air 

doves cooing our morning bell 


Iron stares of nuns our bars 

like the caged cats and rhino 

in the zoo nearby... 

how could we understand 

they had our best interests in mind 
how could we know 

what lay ahead on the journey 
down each of our paths 
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But our spirits could not be contained 
for we were learning about Spirit 
in more ways than one 


We moved on 

moved forward 

moved backwards 

moved sideways 

each in our own way 

marching to our different drums 
dancing to our own tunes 

the sounds and the silence 
Spirit guiding our paths 

all the way back home 


We still have more to march and dance 


we still must complete the journey 


May we always feel this bond 
to each other, the cats, the rhino 


and the nuns best interest in our welfare 


and to the cooing, mourning doves 
in the cool, damp air we all share 


Ann took this picture and remained lifelong friends 
with her "Circle of Friends" from school and 


childhood. 
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DEAR HUMANS 


Yeah, I’m a boomer 

so you can listen to my story 
or ignore me 

itis your choice 


But I’ve been through a lot 

different than you, | know 

some may say I’m privileged 

| Know that is very true in some ways 
especially because I’m a white woman 


| have never had to be afraid of 
what a cop might say or do to me 
but | have been afraid 

of walking down a street 

just because | am a woman 


| luckily never had to be afraid 

of a clergyman 

but | was afraid of a family member 

I’ve never been afraid to talk with a counselor 
but | was terrified of what lay deep in my mind 


| was a child of the 50s 

teen in the 60s 

young adult navigating the 70s 

you can easily research those decades of 
repression, drugs, revolution, change 

itis all out there now 
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| grew up with sexual trauma and 
suppression of my own evolving 

female sensibilities 

| grew up with the Cold War nuclear threat 


frequently hiding under my desk 
| grew up with the Vietnam War 
watching the body count on TV every night 


wondering if my brother would be next 
| grew up with the protests and riots 
for equality 

against racism 

for women’s rights 

against war 


| grew up ashamed 
of my Mother’s German ancestry 
because of World War Il, and the Holocaust 


even though her family 
immigrated here much earlier 


| grew up not knowing, and then knowing 
that my Father’s English ancestors 
owned slaves in the South 

| am ashamed of that and of so called 
“white supremacy” 

itis an ugly, debasement of humanity 
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borne out of that system of slavery 
for profit’s sake, our country’s foundation 


| grew up watching and subsequently 
ashamed of my mother’s loathing of anyone 
of Asian descent, because of Pearl Harbor 
my father having been sent there 

days after the bombing 

to help with the salvaging efforts 

his Naval career just starting 


Later on in life 

| bathed my father for the last time 

as he lay on his death bed 

| watched my mother pass 

holding her hand into the light 

| forgave them for everything 

for the pain they suffered was so great 
| hope they forgave me too 


I’ve witnessed the chaos and pain of others’ 
alcoholism and other addictions 

the chaos and pain of dementia 

and its toll on family members 


I’ve witnessed the greed for greed’s sake 
poisoning our collective mind 
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I’ve witnessed our planet get sicker and sicker 
from our own actions and inactions 


| grew up finally giving up my religion 
when it just didn’t make sense any more 
but I’m still holding out for spirituality 
And now as we endure another 

human trial 

pandemic fueled by ignorance 

riots fueled by violence 

conspiracies fueled by our own penchant 
for stupidity and selfishness 

| have to ask once again 

Why? 

Why are we going through all of this? 
Why do we do this to ourselves 

again and again and again? 

Why can’t we make it stop? 


Life on this earth has such potential 
such beauty to share 

if only we would just STOP 

Think Listen Pay Attention 

and choose wisely for all of us 

we are all we’ve got 


It is your choice 
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FRom A DREAM 


| am the auntie-grandma 

a person of honor and wisdom 
within this mixed race, my people 
They bring to me the new one 

to greet and to hold 

What a sight 

warmth and good feelings 

| hold it close to me all day long 
As it clings to my shoulder and breast 
| look deep in her face, and see 
itis my cat from eons ago 

Safi, striped and soft 

She clings to me 

looks into my eyes 

and purrs her loving contentment 
| don’t want to let go 

ofthe dream 

They are always with us 

even from beyond 
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Safi Kabisa (Swahili slang for “cool”) 


39 


GRATITUDE 


It’s about time 

to tell you 

of my gratitude 

| would not be here, right now 
without you 

You plucked me out of my despair 
as if my father’s passing 

passed me to you on that fateful day 
he left too soon 

but you were right there to catch me 
from falling even deeper 

you held me and let me cry 

when | was ready to mourn 

you held me up and let me move on 
to my next life adventure with you 
Our personal interests matched 

our personalities matched 

although, there were trials 

are still trials 

as all couples must face 

and it’s not over yet 

as we age and new challenges arise 
our life together has given us 

many lessons, barriers, and drawbacks 
but also awareness, growth, and comfort 
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We are not one of those couples 

that fawn over each other’s every move 
indeed we each need our own space 

to explore and create 

and we know and appreciate our differences 
but conversations are deep and meaningful 
and ongoing 

and for that | am deeply grateful 


Ninakupenda sana...to the max 
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OH DAD (ALWAYS FULL OF HOPE) 


Moving along a Montana highway 

the greens of grass and trees 

nestle around meandering rocky creeks 
floating by my field of view 

It’s a dazzling spectacle 

of bubbling, frothy beauty 

Dotted above are billowy clouds 
outlined in the clearest of blue 


| think of you, Dad 

and the love you had of such things 
trees and skies 

mountains and streams 

How you loved these sights 

and longed to be in their presence 
fishing, camping, hiking. 

Taking it all in 

“Now that’s livin” you would say 
and you really meant it 


| think of your poems, so lively and fun 
Even as you experienced war 

like SO many others 

the poems | read of yours 

were always positive, always full of hope 
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Is that how you really saw life 

even through the pain 

Were you able to diminish the darkness 
and find your way to the light 


Did these things of nature 
speak to your inner psyche 
as it does mine 

and help you find a way out 


| think of you now, Dad, 

as often as trees grow tall 

toward blue skies 

witnessed by billowed white clouds 


| think of you now 

as often as wind plays on water 
whether sparkling lake or ocean waves 
frothing molecules into white peaks 
like Mom’s lemon meringue pie 


As often as men are heard 
working their hands 
hammers clanking on nails 
woodchips flying from saws 
smelling of forest 

mingling with pungent cigar 
and sweet after shave. 


Oh Dad, | think of you often 
And smile 


43 


REST Now My FRIEND 


Rest now. 
Take off the sorrows 
you've been wearing for so long. 


Plant your burdens into the ground 
where we all return someday, 
where they can mesh and meld 
and change into flowers. 


Blow your regrets 
into the wind where 
doves can carry them away. 


Send your despair, my friend, 
send it into the sun. 

Let the rain wash it away 
mingled with your tears. 


Return yourself to peace, my friend, 
with the knowledge 

you are not alone. 

For all of us feel these things 

and live with our human hearts. 
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For what is it to be human 
but to experience our lives 
to the fullest 

with all the sorrows, burdens 
regrets and despair, 

but also with knowing 

that we can change 

adapt and grow 

and accept a peaceful life, 
and all the beauty it has to offer. 
Accept and forgive 

and love 

especially ourselves. 


Rest now, my friend. 


RIP PMF August 24, 2020 
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RULES 


Constant is the roar 

| must play by your rules 
hitting from all sides 

as long as it’s your rules 
sometimes it is subtle 

but it is still your rules 

just a faint whisper 
unmistakably your rules 

oh, but it’s just a small one 
smacking of your rules 
insidious and deceitful 
playing by these rules 
manipulative and sly 
imprisoning all with rules 
you and | together 

making our own rules 

with hopes of one-up-man-ship 
controlling with our rules 

in the end we're all trapped 
within the prison of our rules 
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USS Midway Brig - San Diego 
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SHARING OUR BREATH WAS TOLD 


There are three breaths 

the most important breaths of your life 
at the beginning, your first breath 

at the end, your last breath 

and the breath you are taking right now 


Do you remember, Mother, my first breath? 
you were there with me 

you undoubtedly remembered it better than | 
for | was too busy with my own life 

just beginning in this world 

in this air we all share 


Do you remember my first cry? 

my first shout....| AM HERE! 

Do you remember my first smile? 

my first words 

my first recognition of peaceful, playful, bliss 
in being with you 


We shared those moments 

the cries and smiles, the words, the breaths 
not only at the beginning 

but for many years growing up 

growing close 
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The cries, the smiles, the words 
the breaths continued 

giving us joy, binding our love 
until you were gone 

much too soon 


| shared with you too 

your last breath 

your last smile 

your last words 

written because you could no longer speak 
and your last longing eyes 


So much love shared between us 
during those years 

the beginning 

and the end 

during those breaths 

those three most important breaths 
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THE PATH 


Dhahabu (Golden in Swahili) 


| held out my heart today 

to comfort a woman 

who'd just been handed a box 
with the final remains 

of her beloved pet 


Tears overtook her 

receiving the arms of condolence 
from a perfect stranger 

with gratitude and release. 

| knew it soon would be me 
receiving that box 
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My loving pet 

will someday soon 

be inside 

Free of her mortal, aching bones 
her blind eyes 

and her silent ears 


We all walk that path 

where once it was to “walk the dog” 
eventually a path taken alone 
Wishing them farewell 

on their new journey 

chasing squirrels and chipmunks 

in a faraway place 

then laying down in new green grass 


With gratitude 
for the unconditional love 
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TIME STANDS STILL 


Ease the old dog 
back into her bed 
her bones creaking 
with every inch down 
half way there 

she stops.... 

time stands still. 


Reaching her head 
toward my hand 

just a lick 

of thank you and love 


Soft music 

low and sweet 

strains of strings 

then piano 

running like raindrops... 
taking up melody. 

soft voice or clarinet 
sweetening the phrase 
my ears taking in 
delight, bittersweet 

the dance of vibrations 
Start and stop..... 

time stands still 
between silence and sound 
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Light breeze 

playing through trees 
flickering sun 

| am undone..... 
Then quiet 
movement stops..... 
time stands still 


breathe out, breathe in 


Maisha (Life in Swahili) 
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To ALL THE GRAND MOTHERS 


A woman of stature, of hard-working 
Hands, baking bread, washing clothes 
changing babies 


Her eyes shine 

with the knowledge of time and life 
they shine right through me 

and my petty struggles 


She knows life in all its cruelties 
and blessings 
She knows death in all those same ways 


She gives more than she has 
She has more than she gives 


Her secrets 

she hands out in small packets 
snippets of experience 

when your time is ripe 


And when she’s gone 

cruel reality sets in 

you feel the emptiness 

filled with deep, deep longing 

Then slowly, years of grief finally fade 
you see her in a new light 

you see the pain she endured 
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for so many years 
as if she handed you her memories 
on her deathbed 


And just one last time 
you wish she were here 
to see her, to hear her 
to feel her embrace 
just one more time 


Then you hear a mother wren 
feeding her chick 

you notice seedlings pushing up 
brown earth 

irises open in a rainbow of colors 
and you know 

she is still with you, speaking to you, 
holding you, just in a different way 


All of these things 

she gave you in your youth 
she now gives again 

to sustain you till the end 
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WHAT IF 


this is just how it’s supposed to 
be 

wondering when and 

if 

l'Il ever get to see you again 
to hold you 

to laugh and smile with you 
share a drink with you 

and some yummy dessert 
wondering when and 

if 

I'll ever again feel safe enough 
to walk along a beach 

on a warm, sunny day 
wandering by myself 

without a care 

wondering when and 

if 

| can ever again 

explore a street full of shops 
full of smiling people 

talking and laughing with them 
shaking their hands 

have a nice day 

glad to meet you 

normal 

everyday conversations 

and pleasantries 
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wondering when and 

if 

a pandemic and a crazed world would 
change us so much 

that life as we knew it before 
never comes back 

our relationships drowning 

in the overflowing emptiness 
wondering when and 

if 

| could ever get used to a life 
of solitude 

turning inside 

listening to the inner voice 
that perhaps has more to tell me 
than | ever dreamed possible 
about life 

about sensing my tiny 

but essential 

place in the grand scheme 
about the web of life 

in all its intricacies 
accomplishments 

and desperations 

what if 

turning deep inside 

is just how I’m supposed to 
be 
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DANCE 


These were not published in the first volume. 
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RHYTHM 


| sense your heart 
the beat of my being 
the rhythm of my life 


Imagine the beat of another’s heart 
The individual rhythms of others 
Surrounding and joining 

Separate yet together 


| sense the rhythm of the seasons 
the feel of the heat 

the remembrance of cold and wet 
The longing for a cozy, crackling, 
rhythmic fire 


| sense the anticipation and release 
The sweat of my dance 

The beat of the sounds inside my head 
The feel of a cool shower coming 


| sense the rhythm 

Even when no drums are beating 
No shakers shaking 

There is still the flow 

The up and down 

The back and forth 

| sense the quiet rhythm of life 
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Come back to my heart 
| sense my own rhythm 
my own connection 

my stillness 

and beat 

to the rhythm of life 
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SPIRAL 


life 
like dance 
is such a gift 
a spiral of twists and turns 
sometimes just giving a hint 
of what might be 
around the corner 
perhaps something 
we must let go 
or someone 
new to love 
new to the dance 
the spiral of life 
I’m so glad it led me to you 


TOUCHING THE EARTH 


| was in class the other day 

Repairing and restoring 

My bones, muscles, connective tissue 
Not quite dance 

Not quite yoga 

More relaxing 

Slow movements 

Stretch and meditation 

It helps me restore like no other form 


As we were laying “on the earth” 
Focusing our relaxation 

One body part at a time 

The teacher visiting each of us 
With a gentle touch 

To encourage deeper release 


As our intent turned to our feet 
Her touch allowed my left toes 
To release even more 

Than I'd ever imagined 

Toes could hold onto 

Cut by the surgeon 

Some years before 

Trying to repair their crooked ways 
Make them fly right 

Go straight 

Be more like others 

Be more acceptable 


63 


Hmm, didn’t work for the most part 

One kept its crookedness 

The other was so “reformed” artificially straight 
That neither look “normal” 

But they are mine 

Recovered as best they could 

They get me where | need to go 

How | need to go 


But they have never forgotten 
The agony inflicted by the knife 
The swelling and pain of recovery 
The months of stiffness 

And realization 

They’d never be the same 


They spoke to me that day in class 
Not with words, of course 

But with emotion 

| felt anew the agony and fear 
Emotionally 
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As we focused on our feet 
That touches the earth 
They reminded me 

To take care of them 
Lovingly massage them 
Stretch them 

Exercise them 

Dance with them 


Performing their duties 
They are my constant link 
Directly connecting me 
To the earth every day 


All day-energy flowing up through them 


And down from them 
With humble gratitude 
To my feet 

That touches the earth 
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OTHER CONCERNS 


Ann gave her pony collection to a younger 
generation, but this one still remains. Perhaps this 
is her “Indian Pony.” 
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INDIAN PONY 


When | was a pony, in another life, | lived next to 
Big Mountain 


White clouds of cold draped down its walls most of 
the year 


| walked the rabbit trails through the sage brush 
and juniper trees 


Pungent odors filled my nostrils permeating my 
days 


The warm summer mornings filled with walking and 
listening and smelling for game with my rider 


He would lead me to the right spot, then bade me 
quiet as | munched dry grass 


He pulled his bow back making quick work of his 
dinner 


Warm after the hunt his legs held me tight as he 
dozed on my back, and | would take him home 
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Such a serene and beautiful life on the backside of 
Big Mountain with cold white clouds of snow falling 
down 


Where the air flowed through and cooled our starry 
nights. 


This was from a handwritten poem Ann journaled 
while we were traveling on Highway 97 near Grass 
Lake Summit north of Weed, California, on our way 
to Lava Beds. Mount Shasta is likely the “Big 
Mountain” in the poem. 
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LIFE’s ILLUSIONS 


pull the veil 

over sight 

water reflecting 
life 

growing in water 
beneath lies 

the roots of reality 
above 

the clouds of confusion 
or is that 

clouds below 
sinking and rising 


illusions 

ebbing and flowing 
with the tide 

toward the backwaters 
of life 

as well as 

the far reaches 

of luxury beach resorts 
just the same 
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Music FROM ANOTHER TIME 


Music | hear enters 

that crack in my brain 

the dark one which only lets 
certain things in 

and in one moment 

all emotions are felt 

riding the wave 

of deep sadness 

ecstatic joy 

profound aloneness 
beauty so intense 

it overwhelms the senses 
bittersweet in the extreme 
but please, 

don't stop that sensation 
for this is the stuff 

of being human 

on this earth 
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Music 


| have an intimate relationship with music 
for some reason. 

Sadly | could not easily read the notes 

on the sheet music page. 

There was always some block in my brain 
when | was young, just starting my lessons. 
| could not translate the treble and bass 
as | was too busy trying to remember 

the FACE of Every Good Boy. 

If | struggled with it enough 

eventually | could do it, 

but then would have to memorize it all 

in order to play, as my sight-reading 
would not guide me quickly enough 

for my piano teacher. 
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She was a bit mean-hearted. 

| guess she could tell 

I’d never play at Carnegie Hall, 
and really, a waste of her time. 


But she could not take away my love 
of music, 

all music, 

any music, 

but especially the deep feeling, 
move my feet 

move my heart and soul 

make me love 

music... 

the songs | play over and over and over 
again to soothe my spirit. 


And somehow it has matched my love 
of writing those feelings down 

as | listen to the sounds, the story of it, 
the rhythm, 

the sadness, or joy of it, 

as if it was speaking to me from beyond, 
perhaps from another life, 

the life of a musician 

from far away. 
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ON THE VERGE 


| am always on the verge 

So many thoughts racing through my mind 
| can’t seem to capture one, just one 

To really see what it is saying to me 

The thick slime of grief all around me 

The monotony of everyday rain and existence 
The wind slapping my face with reality 
The worry. the unknown 

The blankness in my fingers 

Holding the writing pen 

They want to write, to explain 

To wander again through beauty and hope 
To figure out what the hell? 

It’s just right there 

On the fingertip of my tongue 

Waiting for me to find the words 


But | keep coming back to rhythm... ... ... Rhythm 
in music: 
drums 
percussion 
bass 
melody 
harmony 
silence 
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in my daily life: 
sleep 
eat 
move 
read 
watch 
think 
rest 
Rhythm in seasons: 
Spring 
Summer 
Fall 
Winter 
Rhythm in my emotions: 
sad 
hopeful 


happy 
calm 


| can at least lose myself in the rhythm 
It makes sense to me 
The only thing that makes sense to me 


right 
now 
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POETRY LIES 


| see now that poetry is 

a very personal affair 

words are like daggers 
piercing reality 

stunning or boring 

they poke and jab 

into the meat of things 

but what does not necessarily 
come through 

are feelings and experience 
that cannot be put into words 
they are there hidden 

behind the spaces 

in between the I's and the Y’s 
trying to burst out 

or trying to stay hidden 

I’m not sure 

words belie true communication 
only the soul knows 

what the heart really feels 

as | write my words down 

| realize how feeble my attempt is at saying 
what I really feel 

what | really want to say is 
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THIS RHYTHM OF LIFE 


This rhythm of Life 

is our birthright 

we share it with all things 
insects and kings 
Humming and beating 
swaying and stomping 
pulsing hearts 

a dance of art 

This rhythm of Life 
gives the gift of Seasons 
and reasons 

to keep on breathin’ on 
Hot summer 

lake shimmers 

turning leaves 

colors weave 

rain and thunder 
awash with wonder 
The white of winter 
cold and bitter, and 
blissful, frosted, 
beauty scenes 

And later, to spring 
newness brings 

seeds of life 

all is right 

Rhythm rules 
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WHAT IS IT TO SPEAK? 


What is it to speak? 

Is it to expect a response 

To my feeble attempts at communication 

With words, gestures, eyes? 

Is it to fill up the air with all sound, any sound 
Block out the silence 

Hear my own self loud and clear, right or wrong? 
Or is it to allow the quiet, within and without 

To sense pure thought and careful words emerging 
Coming from deep inside? 


What is it to write? 

Is it to put my words to paper, good or bad 
To hear myself spout black ink 

Whether it has meaning or not? 

Is it to take these ever-present thoughts and 
feelings 

Packed into my mind and heart 

And lay my demons out for all to see? 

Or some primal urge to share my experiences 
Bare my soul in all its vulnerabilities 

To find some peace within? 
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What is it to see? 

Is it to confine my eyes to just the pretty 
Pretty, pleasing, sparkling white tooth fakeness 
Of TV personalities? 

Is it to witness only the death and destruction 
Of war and famine, and the bungling 

Corrupt politicians trading favors for cash? 
Or is it to let it all in, eyes wide open 
Acknowledging the good the bad, and the 
astonishing 

Making judgement only when judgement is 
needed? 


What is it to feel? 

Is it to explode with emotion 

At the slightest provocation 

The slightest hint of stimulation? 

Is it to stifle all unwanted excitement 

Any thought of sorrow, pain, despair or fear 
Passion, hope or love? 

Or is it to allow the flow of life 

Wash over my heart and soul 

Accepting, then deciding its meaning? 
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What is it to dance? 

Is it to act crazy, wild and childish 

Or provocative and sexy 

To elicit a response from others? 

Is it to follow the strict rules 

Of steps and timing 

The protocol of dress, smile and posture 
To win the prize, best of the best? 

Or is it a very personal expression 

An intimate weaving of body and sound 
Communication on a deeper level of being? 


What is it to love? 

Is it to pine away for a long, lost lover 

That ideal mate, waiting and wanting 

The myth of my imagination, who never really was? 
Is it to linger and long for material goods, 
Food, clothes, jewelry, cars, 

That I'd just love 

To eat, to wear, to drive someday? 

Or is it to consider this life, this body of mine 
As the ultimate, sacred cloak of beauty 

The wellness of which is my own holy duty 
to love and cherish? 
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WHERE Is My Joy? 


| know it is all around me, 

yet sometimes it takes the day off 
It hides 

behind thick, dark evergreens 
dripping with wet snow 

only to peek out and tease me 
when sunlight shines through the 
sparkling crystalline sap 
Sometimes it hides 

in late afternoon 

as cold settles again 

on sun going down 

only to taunt me 

with rays of hope through 

a golden sunset 

It hides too, in the wee hours of morning 
when I’ve stayed up too late 

after a long and arduous day 

and | can’t think well enough to 
figure out why I’m so tired 
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Joy eludes me 

when | have so much on my mind, 
so much on my plate 

so much that only I can do 

until, of course, | realize 

all that much 

doesn’t amount to much 

in the grand scheme of life 


But sometimes, 

Joy faces me full on 

when birds sing 

and play in branches high 

when breath and silence seeps in 
allowing peace to be present 
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POEMS FROM AUDIO FILES 


The next three poems are transcribed from audio 
files that Ann recorded to music. They were 
intended for her cousin Gail, who was in a nursing 
home at the time. 


Rest & Breath is titled Breath Meditation in Volume 
One. | have not found a written version of the other 
two, so | had to match the line breaks to the 
pauses in her voice. 


| have the audio files available for download, but I 


have no idea how far into the future they will be 
available. 


https./sites.google.com/view/pureann/voice-video- 
downloads 


There is also a possibility they survive on the 
Internet Archive. 


httos://archive,org 


Search for “Ann Jackson-Avery. 
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BREATH & REST 


Breathe in 
Breathe out 
Belly rise 
Belly sink 
Expanding lungs 
Releasing heart 
In and out 
In and out. 


Let sound flow in 
Emotions rush out 
Sense them 
Acknowledge them 
Allow them 
They are yours. 
Let quiet enfold 
Calming, nurturing 


Diminishing pain 
Releasing worry 
| am free 
Right now 
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Waves of light 

And quiet dark 
Rain and sun 

Play and rest 
Heart beating 

Blood pumping 
Every day 

Is another chance 
To live 

And breathe. 


In and out 
In and out 
In and out 
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MEMORIES, SKY & SUN PEACE 


Sky and sun 

| gaze out my window 

On a late winter's day 

See the trees bare branches 
Arms uncovered 

Reaching 

In prayer 

Up to the sun 


Sky envelops them 
Holds them 

Feels their prayers 
Of hope 

Of patience 

Of strength 


Sky releases 

Sun warms 

Answers yes 

With hope 

Comfort 

And wisdom of the ages 


Memories | want 
Walks through leaves 
Breezes through trees 
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Shrubs I've tended 
Bulbs I've planted 
Snowflakes melting 
Raindrops pelting 
Children laughing 


Warm and happy 
Fireplace crackling 
Chocolate laughing 

A good book finished 
Thoughts undiminished 


A film of substance giving sustenance 
Kissing sweetly 

Loving completely 

Friendships warm 

A life transformed 
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WAVES & HEART 


Moonlight beach 

Wash me clean 

With your salty foam 

Wash my body clean 
Cleanse my mind 

With your sparkling light 
Cleanse my cluttered mind 
Take my spirit 

Out for a day 

Back to primal Earth 

Back to sand 

And sun 

And surf 

Wind and clouds 

And sky 

Bring me back to what is real 
The sea is caressing waves 
Mother Earth's fluid form 
Running through my veins 
From my heart to yours 
Support is always there 
Somewhere 

Do not despair life's cruelties 
Support is always there 
Look for it 

In the heart 

With every beat 

It reaches out. 

It touches me 
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It touches you 

It envelops all 

With its waves of love 
Support is always there 
Somewhere in the heart 
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While not the best photos, these are some of my 
favorites. She was close to friends, nature, and 
family. She was part of six generations on my side 
of “us.” My granddaughter (in the five-generation 
photo) is now grown and has a son. Great Grannie 
Annie got to cradle and sing to him once before 
she passed (shown with his great aunt). Ann loved 
them as family, and they loved her as well. 
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My DAILY MANTRA INSPIRED BY ANN 


To All who came before me 
Loved me 
Taught me 


To All with me now 
Loving me 
Teaching me 


To All 
Always keep an open mind 
And heart 


I slightly modified Ann’s original dedication to a 
book she had hoped one day would be published. 


Thank you, Ann. 
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Ann Christine Jackson-Avery passed away on June 21, 2024, 
in Spokane, Washington, from an aggressive brain tumor at 
the age of 71. 


Ann will be remembered for her generosity, her unwavering 
kindness, and her ability to inspire those around her. Her 
legacy will continue to influence and resonate with all who 
knew her. Ann's life was a beautiful, enduring garden she 
tended with love, and now sustained in memory by those 
who loved her. 


